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As he spoke he allowed his eyes to roam over the walls of
the room. They were adorned with nothing but a great number
of striking water-colour sketches, all of them painted in a very
peculiar and extremely unusual manner.
Lord P. was something of a virtuoso in this kind; and in
spite of the dumbfounded condition of his nerves he mechanically
got up and approached some of the more remarkable of these
pictures.
"Damned good!" he muttered. "Which of you children did
these things?"
"They're all Ned's!" cried the girl eagerly. "They're lovely,
aren't they?"
"I should . . . say . . . they are." He went solemnly round
the room, carefully examining each one of these singular pro-
ductions. As he did so, turning his back to both of them, he
thought to himself: "Betsy needn't know anything about it.
They're not married. She's sure to get tired of him after a bit.
I suppose they understand about contraception."
And he found himself slipping into an imaginary conversa-
tion with his friend Godfrey Bent at his club.
"My daughter's picked up with an artist-chap, you know the
sort of thing, down there in the country. An old family, they
tell me, one of the oldest in the county, but not a brass farthing.
Can't you get him a show of some sort, Godfrey, next season?
They're damned good, his things. They really might make a hit
if they had half a chance!"
When he turned round and took his place again at the fire
he regarded the young man with a very much more sympathetic
eye. Lord P. was totally devoid of any poetical taste; but he
really was a competent connoisseur in painting, and it pleased
him to think that in all his encounters with this lad, the boy
had kept this astonishing talent in the background.
Rachel sat down on the arm of her father's chair enveloping
him in the warm sweetness of her glowing happiness.
,    "Well, Dad?" she said. "So you're not going to scold, after
ail?"
He looked whimsically at the fingers she had placed in his.
No! There was no sign of a wedding ring.